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EFA CUT 
HE Miſrepreſentation of 


this little Piece upon the 
Stage, and the proper Indif- 


ference with which it was re— 


ceived by the Audience, made 
it neceſſary, for my Reputation 
ſake, to publiſh it with all con- 
venient Expedition. 

My Friends, who had read 
the Thing, did not know it 
again, it was in ſo diſaſtrous a 
Plight; and they that had not 
read it (from a Prepoſſeſſion in 
my Favour) imputed its Auk- 
wardneſs to the Miſmanage- 
ment, or Incapacity of the 
Players: But Strangers to me, 
without doubt, muſt call me a 
moſt egregious Coxcomb; and 
in the Light I then appeared, 
A 2 they 


PREFAC £. 
they were much in the right 
on't. When it is look'd into 
a little, all People will fee where 
the Miſtake lay, and fix their 
Dillike in the proper Place. 
"Tis not in my Nature to ſay 
very harſh Things; but really 
| have enough to do to keep 
myſelf within the Bounds of 
Gentleneſs upon this Occaſion. 
| tincerely profeſs, I had much 
rather have had no Benefit 
Night, than to have paid fo 
dear for it; the Pain I then 
felt and ſtill feel is not to be 
compenſated for, even by the 
pleaſing Reflection of ſeeing 
ſo many Beauties and Worthies 
crouded together in my Behalf. 
From the Approbation of ſe- 
veral ingenious Gentlemen, I 


Hatter'd myſelf, * the T hing 
had 


PREFACE 


had ſome Merit in it, and, un- 


luckily, requeſted the Favour 
of many approved Judges to be 
at the Repreſentation; but as 
the Affair turn'd out, I was 
forry there was one Diſcerner 
in the Houſe above the Rate 
of that young Woman in the 
Pit, who, ſeeing Mecænas well 
dreſſed, cry'd, © Ay, this is a 
« fine Character, indeed | and 
« the only one that appears to 
« Advantage.” 

I have heard, that ſome 
Things were thought to be too 
low in the Farce; ue the Sub- 
ject naturally introduced low 
Life; and a Player or a tatter'd 
Poet I can never dignity with 
the Stile and Demeanour of a 


fine Gentleman. A Cobler, 


drawn to the Life, will afford 


much 


. 
1 . 
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Eu 
much more Delight to a Con- 
noiſſeur, than a bad Likeneſs 
of the fineſt Princeſs in all her 
glittering Regalia. 

I hope the Ladies will not 
be oftended at my giving Clara 
a Foible. I had rather all the 
Criticks in the Univerſe were 
up in Arms againſt me, than 
have one hard Word from 
them. IJ am ſenſible, that with 
all the Honour and Generolity 
ſhe appears in, ſhe does not 
equal the Merit of the Sex; and 
hadn't ſhe been cut out for a 
Poet's Miltreſs, ſhe ſhould not 
have had one Whim for an old 
Batchelor to carp at. 

The Reader is deſired to take 
Notice, that the Italick Charac- 
ters denote the Paſſages ex- 
cepted againſt by the managing 

Player; 
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Player; and left out for no other 


Reaſon, but becauſe there was 


too much Truth in them. 

I would alſo, if I was able, 
point out the many Blunders 
that debaſed the whole Piece; 
but they are innumerable, and 
only to be imagined by thoſe 
whoſawand will read the Farce. 

Whether the Players diſlik- 
ed the Subject, or me, or both, 
I know not; but, ſurely, ſuch 
flovenly and irregular Re- 
hearſals never were ſeen or 
heard before. 

I have, indeed, in Theory 
manag'd the Manager; but it 
mult be a Mecenas, not a Dra- 
matick, that can effect the 


Work. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Dramatic, the Author. 
Mecænas, the Author's Patron. 
Tatter, the Author's Valet and Amanuenſis. 
Manager. 
Players. 
Drawer. 


WOMEN. 


Clara, the Author's Miſtreſs. 
Margery, her Maid. 


Servants. 


THE 


Author's Triumph. 


SCENE An ordinary Reom, 
Dramatick (Calling Tatter.) 
Enter Tatter, «01th Dramatick's Shoes, 


Dram. AST powder'd my Wig? and 
wrote a fair Copy of my Play? 

Tater. I have, Sir And clean'd your Shoes, 
and made half a Prologue. 

[ Puts on Dramatick's Shoes. 

Dram. Tatter, thou'rt a brave Fellow ! A 
Wit of ſome Uſe; a rare Quality that, among 
the Wits, I can affure you. 

Tatter. Thank you for your Compliment, 
„ 

Dram. Compliment, Sirrah! Compliment 
my Servant! Twill be Time enough to com- 
pliment when I'm paid for't. 

Tatter. 1 wonder, Sir, you won't put in 
' for Poet Laureat. 

Dram. Why is the Laurcat dead? 

Tatter. No, no—the Laureat isn't dead 
but the Poct is Why we have bad no Poet 
Laureat theſe many Years, Sir — We have, 
B indeed, 
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indeed, a Proſe Laureat——A Bombaſt Lau- 
reat———=-A Laureat that rhymes, as School- 
Boys ring, without Harmony, or Order 
A Laureat tha. 

Dram, Hold, hold — You grow rude — 
The Laureat is a very great Man! If the 
Effigies is ſtampt upon Lead, and bid to be 
current, why the Coin is good ; and mayn't 
be diſputed 
Divine! And a Laureat always a prime Poet !--- 
Go, fetch my Play and Wig-—I muſt wait 
upon the Prince of Princes, the Manager — 

[Exit Tatter. 

And theſe, as I have heard, are a Pack of 
pretty Princes indeed | They judge of a Man's 
Wit by the Cleanneſs of his Shoes ——— And 
if his Coat is plain, his Genius muſt be fo to 


be ſure 


Enter Tatter. [Lays down the Bis, and gives the 
Book. 


Tatter. Here's your Bantling, Sir hs 
Poor Thing! I pity theſe unhappy Children 
They have the Devil and all to do, to ſtruggle 


with the Impertinence of Managers the 


Barbarity of Players——and the Caprice of an 
| 2 Audi- 


A Biſhop is always a learned 
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Audience Ah, Sir! I had a pretty little 
Rogue, as ever you ſaw, overlaid the very firſt 
Night The whole Houſe fell upon't, all 
at once, Sir, and cruſh'd it to Death! 


T've reſolv'd ever ſince to live ſingle; and never 


meddle with a Muſe again 
Dram. Why, didn't you talk of writing a 
Prologue, Sirrah ? | 
Tatter. Ay, Sit — hut it's a Proſe Pro- 
logue An uninſpired Thing And bids 
fair for Approbation 
Dram. Fie, Tatter, fic! 
Tatter. Yes, yes, you may flatter yourſelf 


as much as you pleaſe, that your fine Stroaks 


of Wit, and Humour, and Morality, and all 
that, will receive Applauſe But I'd lay 
five Guineas, if I had 'em, that I dreſs up a 
Pig or a Monkey, that ſhall give more Delight 
than the very beſt thing in your whole Play. 
Dram. Go, go, you converſe with old Maids, 
and grow peeviſh It an Author don't 
perform ſo well as the Pig or the Monkey, the 
Audience is in the right on't This was 
your Caſe, I ſuppoſe——Go, call me a Coach. 
Tatter. I with your Play may be damn'd 
for that. [ Afide, and exit. 


Dram. Now ſhall I either be condemn'd to 
; B 2 a hum- | 


you lie with mc ? What would you more? 
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a hum-drum aukward Life of Proſe, a Life I 
hate—— Or riſe in Rhyme, and ſatyrize my 
Betters. A Thing I am not mighty fond of 
neither; but Authors, like Taylors, muſt pleaſe 
their Cuſtomers —And be their Orders never 
ſo ridiculous, or indecent, they muſt be fitted 
Satyr is the reliſhing Sauce of Wit; and tho' 
the better Taſtes prefer a plain freſh Diſh of 
Good-humour, as cafier of Digeſtion, the 
Crowd cries out for Poinancy and Salt. 


Enter Tatter. 


Tatter, There's a Coach at the Door, Sir, 
and a ſmart one too— An Author, ſome years 
ago, ſet it up on the Mortgage of his Third- 
Night——But Ill-Luck, Sir, damn'd IIl- 


Luck! Such as mine was, oblig'd him to lay 


it down again; and now, poor Bard, he's in 
Limbo for the Uſe on't. Don't ſet up a Coach 
yet, dear Sir! I am as much Equipage as you 
can well keep in repair. If I did not love Fo 
I'm fure I'd never 

Dram. Always grumbling! Don't you ſhare 
Fortune with me, Sirrah ? When I eat, don't 
you eat? When I drink, don't you drink ? 
And when I have a Bed to lie upon, don't 


Tatter, 
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Tatter. Yes, I get about three Meals a Week, 
two Nights Lodging, and one clean Shirt! 
But I forgot to tell you, Sir, the Waſher. 
woman will waſh no more for us. 

Dram. Why ſo? 

Tatter. For two Reaſons . Firſt, becauſe 
ſhe's never paid And ſecondly, becauſe we 
han't got a Shirt to our Backs. 

Dram. Subſtantial Reaſons, indeed! 
Why didn't you tell me ſooner? I'd faſt a 
Week but I wou'd pay my Debts. (Gives 
bim Money.) Here pay the honeſt Woman— 
Come, come along Tatter, Times will mend. 

Exit without bis Wig. 

Tatter. Or 1 ſhall be eat up alive 
(*Catches a Flea.) Inhuman Brute! What, 
rob the Spittal? The Blood-thirſty ſhall pe- 
riſh Tis the Law of Nature, and of 
Nations Take that, you little Tyrant, 
do—(Cracks bim) —S0—— he's gone without 
his Wig, now believe theſe great Wits 
ſtudy nothing in the World ſo much as the 
Art of Forgetfulneſs. [Exit with the Wig, 


* This low Conceit I muſt beg Pardon for, becauſe it diſpleas'd ; 
but whether or no it is out of Character, mult be lek to the judi- 
cious to determine, 


SCENE 


— . — — 
SY ITY 


always drunk 
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SCENE A Tavern. 


Players with Cards and Dice and Wine before'em, 
Enter Manager. 


Manag. So, Lads . Hard at it, I fee. 

1/ Player. Ay, my Liege, we love to act 
in Character Our Buſineſs is to Play 

Manag. My good Lord Cardinal, leave off 
your punning. 

2d Player. Ay, and let's drink 
to our no- no- noble ſelves. 

Manag. Cato, I bluſh for you, you're always 


drunk. 
24 Player. No---no---no, my Prince, not 
only o' Wedneſ--eden/days, 


Here's 


and Fridays in Lent 
1/t Player. And every Sunday in the Year. 


2d Player. Well faid, Bully Card'nal, I-god! 
He drinks two Bottles to my Pint, and calls 
me a To-to-toper ! 

34 Player. Ay, the Cardinal is a ſturdy 
one, indeed. He ſtands his Ground like a 
Conduit — You may pour a Hogſhead 
through him, and never make him ſtagger. 

4th Player. A done with your Gibes, and 
let us Toaſt. 

Manag. Ay, come, Succeſs to Farce—— 

— | e 
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and Beggary to our Rivals——(A!! drink and 
hello.) Well, Gentlemen, what think ye? 
Don't we manage the Town toa T ? A-god! 
they ſhan't have a new Play theſe ſeven Years, 
if I can help it. A Pack of neceſſitous 
Raſcals, theſe Authors! —— Becauſe we have 
got a Knack of cajoling good-natur'd People, 
and taking off a few of their looſe Crumbs — 
a Scribler, forſooth, muſt come in for his 
Thirds, muſt he? I thank my Stars, I'm 
no Citizen Nor am I wedded to a Poet. 
% Player. Sir, Farce ſhall prevail — 
And what is more, we'll write them all our 
ſelves Let the ſcurvy Men of Wit and 
Learning ſtick by their Wit and Learning, 
and ſtarve——A Joke is every Man's Money, 
and I have got a Budget fullThe Ear and 
Eye muſt be delighted, Sir; theſe People al- 
ways carry with em toa Play — The Under- 
| Nanding's often left at Home 
Manag. I know a Parcel of odd Fellows 
that wou'd make admirable Brutes ; cou'dn't 
we contrive, and introduce 'em in a Farce? 
/ Player. No doubt on't, 
Manag. Well then——T'll have a Scene of 
the Sun, with a couple of Criticks turn'd in- 
to 


i 
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to Dogs, that ſhall find out Spots in him, 
and ſnarl themſelves to Death 

% Player. Good Then I have a Faro- 
Captain What d'ye think I'll do with 
the Faro-Captain ? 

Manag. What? 

ft Player. — I'll make him a Gallus — 

Manag. What, hang him ? 

I. Player. Ha--ha! I thought you wou'dn't 
take the Joke 'tis a deep one! No, 
Sir! Gallus, you muſt know, is Latin 
for a Cock, I'll make a Dunghill Cock 
of him, and he ſhall ſtrut, and crow, 
and run away the very Inſtant he fees a Com- 
batant. 

Manag. Admirable! And the 1r:/þ Sollici- 
tor will top the Part of the Fox, and ſteal with 
inimitable Dexterity. 

4th Player. Ay, and the little-lifping-wad- 
dling Beau may be metamorphiz'd into a 
Gooſe, and hiſs all the good Things off the 


Stage 


2d Player. The Town wou'd run mad af- 


ter ſuch Curi -oſi- ties. 


Enter 
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Enter Drawer, 


© Drawer. There's a Couple of ill-looking 
Fellows below, Sir, defire to ſpeak with you. 

Manag. Authors, I ſuppoſe--I wont ſee 'em. 

34 Player. Yes, pray do, Sir, they'll make 
us a little Mirth. An Author is really a whim- 
ſical Creature! There is ſuch a Pride, and 
Self-conceit, mixt with the moſt hungry Ne- 
ceſſity So much of the great Man, and 
the Beggar blended in this Sort of Animal, 
that I always think the Sight of a Poet 
worth ten times as much as the Sight of his 
Play. 
Manag. Well, we'll ſee what they are. Let 
em wait, and we'll call for em. 

1/t Player. Come— Who ſets ten Pieces ? 

24 Player. 1 do. 

1/t Player. Done. Seven's the Main. Se- 
ven! Nick. Double or quit? 

24 Player. Ay, dam'me, let it go 

1/t Player. Seven's the Main Eleven 
give me twenty Guineas. I juſt wanted twen- 
ty. I owe em a Bawd for retaining Fees. 

Manag. Retaining Fees ? Is your Bawd a 
Pleader then ? 


C N Plqer. 


r AS „ „ — ——„ 
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1 Player. There is not a more able Coif 
in the Kingdom. Eloquent as Cicero ! Per- 
ſuaſive as a Bribe ! She has drawn in more 
Women than the Charitable Corporation ; and 
made Hymen as ridiculous as a Bluſh at 
Court. 

2d Player. 1 I can't pay you, Jack, 
you muſt truſt till my B enefit. 

½ Player. Zouns, Sir ! What d'ye mean 
by that? 

Manag. Come, come, no quarrelling. 
| I'll fee you paid We have got a Prodi- 
5 gal Spendthrift to fleece — and nc'er fall out 
| about Trifles, Gentlemen — The TOWN 
will pay all your Debts. [ Rings. 


Enter Dramatick and Tatter. Manager and 
Players fit Hill. 


Manag. Well, Sir, your Buſineſs ? 

Dram. My Buſineſs is your Buſineſs, Sir, 
I have got ſome Diverſion for the Town here, 
and wou'd make you the Gentleman-Uſher 
of it. 
| Manag. Have you ſo? Let me ſee him, 

Can you ſhew Tricks, Fellow ? Or are you a 
* ſtrong Man? A Harlequin? Or a Punchinel- 
1 3 | lo r 
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lo? Why don't the Booby ſpeak? [To Tatter. 

Tatter. Ha? What ? The poor Man's 
mad. . Why don't you take Care of your 
Friend, Gentlemen ? [To the Players. 

Manag. Come here, Cod's-head! let's ſee 
what you've got there. 

Tatter. Ay, here, take it, and weigh it 
well, 'tis a weighty Piece, I promiſe you. 

% Player. Heavy enough, I warrant it. 

Manag. (Opens the Book) A Play! Dam'me ! 
I wou'dn't give a Farthing for the beſt Play 
in England. Here, Sir, here. [Gives the Book. 

Dram. What, d'ye refuſe it before you fee 
it? | 

Manag. If you cou'd bark, Friend, or 
dance the Ladder-dance, I might talk with 
you. | 
Dram. 'Tis mighty well, Sie! I'll complain 
to Mecanas. 

Manag. He'll fend you to Bridewell for a 
Vagabond, 

Dram. I'll lay you a hundred Guineas he 
makes you act my Play. 

Manag. A hundred Guineas, Fellow ! Go 
Home, and mend your Stockings, what, throw 


the Levant upon me ? 


C 2 Tatter. 
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Tatter. (Peeping about Dramatick's Legs) 
Ha ! A Hole? Ay, faith! There is a little 
one. [* Pulls out a Needle and Thread and 
offers to mend it, pricks him, and Dramatick 
Ricks. | 

Dram. What! doſt take me for a Game- 
ſter ? No, Inſolence! know this, that tho' I 
am not rich, I'm honeſt, and ne'er was fine 
at other Folk's Expence. My Hat, in- 
deed, is plain, and my Coat coarſe ; but 
they're my own, Sir ! And no Man has a 
Right to ſtrip me. There's many a Beau in 
a poor Tradeſman's Livery. 

Tatter. Well ſaid, Maſter, A Clincher 
that! What, play at Sharps with the Wits ? 
Be more mannerly, do ; and mend your Un- 
derſtanding. [To the Manager, 
[Manager 71ngs. 


Enter Drawer, 


Manag. Take that Fellow there to the 


This was to be done, or let alone, at the Diſcretion of the 
humourous Mr. P:inkethman, who was to have ated the Part of 
Tatter, and whole facetious Way of playing low Things often 
creates very great Delight; as the Epilogue he ſpeaks upon the 


Aſs, Sc. plainly ſhew. 
Whitſter's, 
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Whitſter's, and bid em blecch him: The 
Dog's as black and filthy as a Jew. 

Dram. Come along, Tatter. [Ex. Dram. 

Draw. Get you out, Surah ! Out, I fay. 

Tatter. Heark'ee, Scoundrel ? When's your 
dying Speech to come out? Poor Devil 


Sings. 


Methinks ere ten or twenty Days, 
This forry Dog will Jing 

Some diſmal penitential Lays, 
And dangle in a String. 


[Drawer kicks him out, and Exit. 

1/t Player. I really do think a Poet is the 
moſt impudent Fellow in the World 
He'll lampoon a Man at Night that cloath'd 
him in the Morning ; and vilify the Lord 
that protects him from a Jail. 

Manag. Tis true enough, faith. Sad Dogs! 
very ſad Dogs 

4th Player. Well, ſhall we * a Game at 
Whiſt ? or a Round at Tatts? What ſay you, 
Sir? 

Manag. I can't ſtay 


But you fing, 1 


think, Ned Lil thank you if you'll ng 


us 
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us the new Song upon Whiſt. I hear it's a 
very good one. 

4th Player. Withal my Heart, Sir. 


Sings: 


Of all your Games at Cards, Sir, 
There's none 1 love like Whift : 
And happy fure that Mortal ts, 
Whoſe Hand is like a Fiſt, 
And a trumping we will go, Cc. 


Whene'er you'd make a Figure, 
The flrongeſt Suit is beſt; 

And he that ſhews his Weakneſs, 
Deſerves to be a Feſt. 


CHORUS, 


The Quaker here confeſſes 
That Honours are not vain; 


Throws off the Formaliſt, and fwears 
He hates your Dealing plain. 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 


The Royaliſt enraged, 

And full of deadly Spleen, 

Laughs at the Sin of Regicide, 
And hangs the King or Queen. 


CHORUS. 


The Man ef niceſt Honour, 

In TRr1cx1NG takes Delight, 
And fwears it is no Loſs of Rep, 
To play you leaft in Sight. 


CHORUS. 


The primeſt Prude in England, 

That ſcorns the Thought of Man, 
Abandens Grace——and has the Face 
To at lin , He can 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 


To cut the Matter ſhort, Sir, 
e it out of Doubt, 
- He anftwers ſtraight the Lady's Call 
And ſo the Game ts out. 
And a trumping we will 20, &c. 


Manag. Bravo! A great deal of Humour, 
really! 

1/t Player. A great deal. 

Manag. Well, Gentlemen, I ſhall be with 
you at the Theatre To-morrow Night 
You won't want me at the Rehearfal——— 
And if any thing of a Diſturbance ſhould hap- 
pen, be it your Buſineſs to. ſpeech it to the 
Audience You have a good Front, and 
a flowing Garrulity, that knows no Ebb. 

[To the 1/8 Player. 

And you Mr. Blunderbuſs, you may go and 
let fly at the new Play at the other Houſe — 
Cruſhing an Adverſary is exalting ourſelves. 

[To the 4th Player. 

There's my half Crown, and reſt you merry. 
Omnes. Sir, your Slave [Exit Manag. 
Enter 
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Enter Drawer. 


Drau. Did you call, Gentlemen? 
1. Player. Ay Jo pay. 
Draw. Six Shillings, Sir 
„ Player. Well, go about your Buſineſs; 

we'll call you preſently. [Exit Drawer.) Pay 
a Shilling for me, Tom. | 
2d Player. I han't a Farthing in my 
Pocket. 
3d. Player. Nor I, by Jupiter. 
4th Player. Nor I, as I hope to be ſav d. 
Enter Drawer. | 
Draw. Did you call, Gentlemen ? 
1ſt Player. Why you impudent Villain! 
are you tired of us? You ſhan't be paid a 
Farthing, for your Inſolence 
[They beat the Drawer, and Exeunt, 


SCENE Clra's Houſe, 
Clara and Margery. 
Clara. Margery, how does my Tabby do? 


Is there any Hopes? Or mult I ſigh for ever? 
D Marg. 


*Y 
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Marg. Alas, good Madam, ſhe is gone 
But ſigh not for a Cat; there are Cats — 
and prettyer far than ſhe. 

Clara. Out of my Sight, you lying Impu- 
dence! She was the ſweeteſt Rogue that c'er 
adorn'd a Lap!—O Tabby! Tabby! Downy, 


dear ** f [ Cries. 
Enter Dramatick. 
a 
Dram. What can I do to ſhew how much 
I love you ? 


Clara. Hold your Tongue for ever. 

Dram. Amazement! She never us'd me 
ſo before. In Tears! What is the cruel 
Cauſe ? 

Clara. (Regardleſs of him.) O Tabby! Tab- 
by! dead, I will embrace thee; yes, I will 
kiſs thee, till I make thee warm. Amuſing 
Creature! Sympathizing Slut! Whene'er I 
danc'd ſhe'd friſk and bound about me, mew 
at my Sighs, and purr away my Cares. 

[Ex. and Margery. 

Dram. Toby, did ſhe ſay, Toby? What can 
this mean? I had a Rival then, it ſeems. 


Re-enter 


. Author's, Triumph. 27 


Re-enter IN 


Dram. Margery, my Dear, what's the 
Matter with your Miſtreſs ? 

Marg. No great Matter, Sir. "Twill ſoon 
be over. This is her firſt Hour of Widow- 
hood. In an Hour more ſhe'll be fit to be 
married again. 

Dram. Widowhood! married ! What is 
all this? Why who was ſhe married to? 

Marg. A Mouſe-Trap, Sir. A Cat. Ha, 
ha. 


No more, vain Man, of captivating boaſt. 


Cats we admire, and pretty Lap Dogs toaſt. 
[Extt. 


Enter Clara. 


Clara. Are you here, Sir? Condole with me, 
dear Dramatick! My Cat is dead, and I am 
all Chagrin. 

Dram, Alas, poor Puſs! 


D 2 
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In elegiack Strains, like Birth-Day-Oaes, 
PII mourn her Fate ber Fate I'll mourn, 
ye Gods! 


Clara. O very pretty | Eaſy, and off-hand 
I've heard a thouſand times worſe Thing than 
that encor'd like mad. Come, Poet, cure 
me- Flatter me; ay, flatter me like a 
Painter: Or ſing— Ves, you ſhall ſing 
No, you ſhan't ſing neither; you ſhall rhyme 
away my Woe, Tl have ſome Love-Verſes, 
a prodigious many Love-Verſes, all extempare, 
or never ſee this mournful Face again. 

[ Sighing and ſobbing about. 

Dram. Tis a mad, unaccountable Crea- 
ture; and I think I love her the better for't. 
But when once they have taken us by the 
Heart, they may lead us about by the Noſe, 
as much as they pleaſe. [ Afide. 

Well, Madam, if you will have unpreme- 
ditated Stuff, you muſt take it rough as it 
runs. | 

Clara. Ay, ay, come; ſure I may be fa- 
tisfy'd with what ſatisfies my Betters. Does 
Bayes, d'ye think, write with Premeditation ? 

Any 
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Any Odeiſh---or Oddiſh Thing will do. "Tis 
Rhyme I want. Rhyme can my Grief aſ- 
ſuage; and nought but Rhyme 

Dram. Then you ſhall have it, Madam. 
Hem ! hem! 


Say, deareſt Clara, by what Art 
You've thus bewitch'd your Poets Heart? 
A Heart that ne er, till you appear d, 
Acb'd, doated, leap'd, or bop d, or fear d. 
The Charms of many a famous Toaſt 
Upon the flubborn Thing were loft ; 
From Beauty Warmth it never fell, 
J wou'd have ſivurn it cou'dn't melt. 
Statira ne'er, with all ber Bounce 
Cou'd make it heavier an Ounce. 
Nor Phillis, kind as ſhe was fair, 
Cou'd make it lighter by a Hair. 
But Times are chang'd, my Clara, now 
Poor Thing ! it ſeems — 1 don't know bow — 
Hope, Fear, Love, it feels by Turns : 
I melts, it chills, and then it burns. 
When you are Wrath, no fat Cit's Head 
Had ever in it ſo much Lead : 
But when you ſmile, my Angel bright | 
| Denoyer's Heels were ne er ſo light. 
One 
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One Day lis brave as Mars, and then 

The very next is all a Hen! 

So mighty, Madam, is your Pow'r, 

"Tis broke and whole—in half an Hour ! 

"Tis now fo fich] can't endure it, 

Dear Clara—take it in—and cure it, 
[Kiſſes her, and hurries her in. 


Enter Margery, and Tatter following ber. 


Tatter. Mrs. Margery—— Madge—— 
Cruel, croſs-grain'd Maid! What if I a'n't 
ſo fine as that eſſenc'd French-Lick-Plat- 
ter? I have as much Wit, and as broad 
Shoulders ; I'm as young, as healthy, and as 
active Deaf as a Poſt, by all that's Poe- 
tical! Mrs. Margery. Very bud. 

Marg. What ails the Bull ? 

Tatter. Dear Brindle, your Bull's in Love! 

Marg. Wou'd you were in a Horſe-Pond, 

Tatter. It wou'dn't cool me if I was, Faith, 
it wou'dn't Margery I ſhou'd make it 
boil again, Feel how hot I am, Mrs. Mar- 
gery, feel What, not ſo much as touch 
poor Tatter/ Why then I muſt pluck up 
Courage and [She fqualls, and runs 

in, and he after her.] 
SCENE 
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SCEN E changes to 4 very handſome Apart- 


ment. 


Enter Mecznas and Dramatick. 


Mecenas. Sir, I think your Complaint is 
a very reaſonable one, And your Grievance 
ſhall be redreſs'd., Your Play is a good 
one The Town has a Right to oh and 
the Town ſhall have it. 

Dram. My good, indulgent Lord ! 1 only 
wanted ſuch a Patron. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Some Gentlemen are below to wait 
on your Lordſhip. 

Mecenas. Show em up. [Exit Serv. 
The Dramatis Perſonæ, I ſuppoſe, and their 
Leader. 


Enter Manager and Players, 


Mecenas. O, I ſent for you, Gentlemen, 


to know why, with ſuch indecent Behaviour, 
you treat the Friends of the Publick ? (For 
4 lo 
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ſo I ever muſt term the Men, who ſpend 


| their Time for our Delight and Uſe) What 


ſay you? 

Manag. My Lord, Authors are a Pack of 
Scoundrels 

Mecenas. Ho' now, Impertinent ! Learn 
Decency, do and know that now you are 
before your Betters The Inſolence which 
you little Chiefs contract, by commanding an 
Army of Renegades, makes you forget yourſelves, 
and treat Gentlemen, as if they were Players. 
But let me tell you, you are not upon the Par 
with an Author. He is properly your Maſter — 
furniſhes you with Tools, and ſets you to Work. 
What is a Player, pray, without bis Task ! 
You're but the Factors of the Poets Wit —— 
'Tis he, ye Ingrates ! gets you Fame and Fi- 
nery, and makes a Prince of a poor pimping 
Pedlar | Int it po? Ha? 

Manag. Indeed, my Lord, there's a great 
deal of Truth in't. 
Mecænas. Let me hear no more Com- 

plaints. I'll patronize ingenious Men; en- 
courage Senſe and wicked jeſts aboliſh, 
The Stage ſhall entertain the nobleſt Minds: 
Wiſdom and Wit and Virtue there hall 
flouriſh, Genius, Sir, is not wanting; nor 
as 
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is Taſte ; but you our Purvey'rs keep the 
Dainty from us. Your own vile Traſh you 
force upon the Town. Players will write, 
that ſcarce know how to ſpell! Away, away ; 
Look to your Command, and keep your Rabble« 
Rout from Mutiny. We'll order and direct 
your future Conduct [Exeunt bowing. 
Dram. My Lord, I thank you. 


Now Wit triumphant dates another Ara ; 
Mecænas, great Mecenas, is its Patron | 


Mecanas. I need not warn you, Sir, that 
no Obſcenity muſt ſtain your Page: That 
Virtue and Religion ever muſt be ſacred, and 
Majeſty rever d: That your Satyr muſt be 
levell'd at Vice alone, for perſonal Abuſe is 
Cruelty: That Wit muſt be ever Attendant 
on good Manners : And that the Thirſt of 
Fame muſt give Way to the Satisfaction of 
deſerving it. | 


The World's Applauſe affords but little 
Tis conſcious Merit makes the Mortal bleſt. 
[Exeunt. 

ES E SCENE 
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'8SCENE e w Clacs's 
Clara. I want ſadly to hear how honeſt 
Dramatick has ſucceeded. Tis a diverting 
Creature | I think I like him, Margery. | 
Marg. Like him? Madam Love 
him, marry. him; you'll want a Bedfellow. 

Clara. Ha? Ay, as you ſay, poor Puſs is 
gone; and I can't lie alone, that's to be ſure, 
I was ſo frighten'd at Boarding-School. The 
Dancing-Maſter uſed to tell us ſuch Stories 
of Spirits, that all the Girls run to Bed to 
him for fear of the Devil ! | 
Marg. O Lud, Madam, have you ever 
lain with a Man ? 

Clara. No, Margery, no, 'twas only a 
Dancing-Maſter : Beſides, we were but little 
Children, 


Enter Dramatick ſinging, and Tatter in 
Raptures. 


Clara. Joy to you, Sir, Joy, I'm gh to 
ſee you ſo merry. 


1 * 0 Dram. 
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Dram. Are you, my Angel? Then I'll 
be ſo for ever: While Clara's pleas d my 
Heart can feel no Woe. (Tatter capering a- 
bout.) Excuſe that honeſt Fellow's Mirth, 
Madam ; he loves his Maſter, and partakes 
his Fate. 

Clara. It delights me to fee it. There's 
Merit in his Mirth, and it ſhall be rewarded. 
Here, Sir, (Grves him Money.) laugh on, and 
be as merry as Decency will warrant, Take 
him down, Margery, and regale him wih 
the beſt my Houſe affords. An honeſt Ser- 
vant is a uſeful Friend. 

| Tatter, God bleſs your Charity, Madam. 
I'll ſhew you, now, Mrs. Margery, how ex- 
travagant a Thing Love is. Give me a Kiſs 
(They kifs.) there's all I have in the World; 
and it's well loſt. (Apart to Margery, and 


gives her the Money.) [Exeunt Margery 
and Tatter. 


Clara. So you've humbled the proud Ty- 
rants of the Stage, Sir? 

Dram. Even to cringing, Madam 
Macenas patronizes Men of Wit. 

Clara. Then Wit will flouriſh, and Men 


of Genius eat, But you have a new Song, 
| E 2 I'm 
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Tm told. What is it? I want to ſee it. 
Come, ſing it me. 

Dram. I believe theſe young g Huſſeys think 
a Poet can do FT but repeat, and ſing. 


Aut. 
Clara. Then you won't ſing it me, Sir? 


It's mighty well! 

Dram. Madam, I'd do any thing to oblige 
you; but I don't know whether you'll like 
it, or no: I made it for a Friend to ſing to 
his Miſtreſs, who had drill'd him on ſeven 
Years, and ſeem'd to be as far from the Point 
as ever.— 

Clara. Indeed? Well, I muſt hear it, be 
it what it will. 


Dram. ings. 


J. 


Various Creature ! tell me why 

(When once his Suit you grant) 
You let your ardent Lover figh, 
Ard for Enjoyment pant ? 
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II. 


He tires with dangling long in vain. 
(Tis fooling with the Dart |!) 
Conſent, and eaſe him of his Pain : 
Or give bim back his Heart. 


That's all, Madam. | 
Clara. Yes, Mr. Slyboots, I take the Hint. 
But is your Heart burnt to a Coal ? Do you 
love me to Diſtraction? 
Dram. Do I. Madam? Ay, better than 
ſmuggeſt Beaus love Looking-Glaſſes; or 
Beauties Adoration : Better than City Chieſs 
love Gormandizing; or their chuff Spouſes Ti- 
tles. Better than Authors do th' applauding 
Clap; or captious Criticks Hiſſing: Better than 
Pettyfogging Thief his Neighbour's Quarrels ; 
or upper Galleries Smut: The beſt good 
Judge not Equity loves better; nor mitred 
Hero Mammon | 
Clara. Enough, Sir, enough. Your Paſſi- 
on's too immoderate ! I know you love me; 
and I muſt confeſs . — Ha, what am I 
about? Confeſs, did I ſay? No, Il be 
courted 
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courted a little longer. The Scene of Court- 
ſhip is a Woman's Paradiſe, But when ſhe's 
married Farewel, ye pretty Congees, 
and Love-Verſes; ye pleaſing, lying, com- 
plimental Speeches: Tis then, Here, you, 
« fetch me my Hat, and Sword, and Gloves. 
*« I'm gone to George's.” =I don't know 
which Way to reſolve. [Afide] May I de- 
pend upon you, Sir? Are you ſure you're 
honeſt ? 

Dram. With empty Pockets I've refus'd a 
Bribe: And 

Clara. Say no more. A Piece of ſtubborn 
Virtue, indeed! But People better bred are 
more complying. Dramatick, thou'rt an ho- 
neſt Fellow, a try'd one! Give me thy Hand. 
Myſelf and Fortune, Sir, are wholly Yours-— 
You've won em fairly. 

Dram. (Kiſſing her Hand,) And I'll wear 
'em fairly, ? 


Enter Servant. 


Serv, Lord Mecanas, Madam, is below. 
Clara. Conduct his Lordſhip up. 
| I [Exit Servant. 

- I love 
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I love that worthy, virtuous Nobleman. 
What a Happineſs would it be to the World 
if every diſtinguiſh'd Character had diſtin- 
guiſh'd Merit! 
Dram. Ah, Madam! There's not fo much 
a8 a Glimpſe of Hope on't, 


Enter Mecænas. 


Clara. My very good Lord, I rejoice to ſee 
you. 
Mecænas. Madam, your moſt obedient. 

Dramatick. My noble Lord, and Patron, 
give me Joy. A three-fold Cauſe of Tri- 
umph this Day brings. I've beat my Ene- 
my, I've found a Patron, and I've won my 
Miſtreſs ! 

Mecænas. Ay, That indeed's a Cauſe of 
Triumph to you, She makes you Friends 
where Enmity prevail'd; and puts the beſt of 
Patrons in your Pocket. 

Clara. How do you approve my Choice, 
my Lord? 

Mecenas. To ſhew you how, Tl be your 
Father. Approve your Choice, Madam ? 
Why 
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Why he's a Man of Senſe and Virtue! The 


nobleſt Fortune Mortal can poſſeſs ! 


[Dram. bows. 
Clara. I'm proud of your Lordſhip's Ap- 


probation, and glory in the Honour you de- 
ſign me. May I crave the Favour of your 
Lordſhip's Preſence at a little Entertainment 
I've prepar'd ? 

Mecænas. Madam, you do me a great 
deal of Honour 
Clara. Tis an annual one, in Commemo- 
ration of my firſt Acquaintance with this 
Gentleman. 

Dram. (Seems ſurpriz'd.) Madam? 

Clara. Tis true, Sir. I never made it 
known to you before, becauſe I didn't know 
how it might affect you. I always lov'd you, 
and was fearful of giving you any Occaſion 
of leſſening yourſelf in my Eſteem. 


Fondneſs in Woman palls the Lovers 
Taſte, 
Tis what they labour for they reliſh beſt, 


Enter Tatter and Margery, and kneel. 


Dram. What now? What have you offend- 
ed in? Tatter, 


| 
| 
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Tatter. We're married, Sir |— 

Dram. There's no Oſſtnce in that, my 
Man. You've done a worthy Deed. Tis an 
honourable League! a virtuous Union! and 
only ſcoff'd at by the baſe and fooliſh. 

Tatter r1fes, and bows. 

Clara. (To Margery.) Riſe up, you have 
my Bleſſing, and may claim my Promiſe 

when you will. 

Tatter. Your Lord(hip's Chaplains below, 
| ad deſires to ſpeak with your Honour. 
| Mecenas. Deſire him to ſtay a little, we 
ſhall want him. 
Tatter. A Gad, it's well he came as he 

j did! In the Nick of Time, by Jupiter! I 

was warm, and Margery was willing ; and 


who knows what might have happen'd ; but 
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it's better as it is. [ Afede, 
| Clara. O here are the Dancers. Will your 
| _ Lordſhip pleaſe to fit. [They fit. 
| 
114 | A Dance. 


Alter the Dance they riſe and come forward. 


F Mecenas. 
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Mecenas. 
May each revolving Sun, like this, be 
 _ 

And bring ſome honeſt Pleaſure to my 
Mind; 

Nuptials of Love's own making charm the 
Sight ; 

And Tyrants humbled give the Soul De- 


light! 


EPILOGUE, 


EP IL OG UE, 
Deſign d for Clara and Mr. Giffard. 
Clara Curtſeys to the Ladies. 


* OUR Slave, the Author, Ladies, bid me 
ſay 
He glories in the Honours of this Day; 

So many Beauties in his Cauſe appear, 

He ſnuffs the Moon, and ſcorns the Critick's 

Sneer. 


To you too, noble Sirs! who look benign, 
And bleſs the Stage with ſuch a glorious Scene, 
This * little Hemage, Gratitude conveys, 

A Compliment is all a Peet pays. 


And you, ye worthy Aids of drooping Wit, 
The Muſes Friends, wwho kindly croud the Pit, 
To fit uneaſy, for another's Sale. 

Accept the beft low || Curtſey I can make. 


F 2 Next, 


"RPILOGUE. 


Next, all ye honeſt Hearts, that throng Above, 
And ſqueeze, and melt, and faint, and all far 
Love 5," :.-- 

Whoſe ſmarting Palms work hard in Friendſhip's 
Cauſe, | | 

And whoſe poor Throats are worried with Ap- 
playſe, 

This + tributary Mite you muſt receive ; 

We blufh to think ue ur nothing elſe to give. 

(Going off 
Enter Mr. Giffard. 


Mr. Giffard. Hold, hold, Madam! not 

ſo haity. I thought I deſir d you to petition 
the Ladies in my Behalf. 
Clara. Really, Sir, I had quite forgot it : 
But fince you are here, it may full as well be 
done by yourſelf. + 

Mr. Grffard. 'Tis true. 


Ye beauteous Fair ! whoſe all. attracting Eyes, 
Lead where they lift, the Simple and the Wiſe, 


+ Curtſeys. 


EPILOGUE. 


The Brave, the Learn d, the Rake, the ſober Cit, 
De grave Stateſman, and the vaineft Mit: 
To you, the humbleft of your Servants ſuts—= 
(Aud gen'rous Breaſts unwillingly refuſe) 

The Sparks To-morrow don't know bow to fleer ; 
Fix them at once — And tell them---You'll be here. 


PROLOGUE, 


1 


p R OL O GU E, 


Deſign d for a Company of Strollers 
at Hampſtead. 


To be ſpoken by a ſhabby one. 


O crave your Grace, a humble Slave I 
T come 
From yonder's dirty Hole=————our Tiring 
Room ; : 
Where hungry Heroes, and their meagre Mates, 
In real Tragedy lament their Fates ; 
Stghs ſadly moving from the Heart they ſend, 
Their Breaſts they beat, their ſhabby Garments 
rend. 


Fam'd Cato nec er ſuch Abſtinence could boaſt 
As our poor Cato, and his famiſh'd Hoſt : 
No Bread have we, nor Wine, Fiſh, Fowl, nor 
Meat ; 
But half a Paſly——— a quarter ſweet. 


Tuo 


PROLOGUE. 


"Twwould melt a Jew to ſee great Cæſar ſtand 

Wuaving a Beef-bone Truncheon in his Hand; 

Now gnaws and firut. ben lays bim dun 
and cries, 

, am the wretched Prince beneath the 
« Shes!” 

With Eggs all addled Anthony is fed, 

And Philip's Son goes ſupperleſs to bed. 


Truentive Want each mighty Dame impelli; 
And ſo —ſhe kiſſes, borrows, begs, and ſells. 
Bedaggled Marcia ſerves you all with Fruit; 
And for a Dram — the Queen of Scots will 

do't. | 


On you it reſts, ye ever gen'rous Fair ! 
To feed the Hungry, and to clhath the Bare — 
Tamerlain, Brutus, Great Eliza ſues, 
And ſome kind Heart ſollicits with his Muſe. 


Oh, cou d you ſpare us now and then a Night ! 
How und our Heroes love, and dreſs, and 
fight ! 
Our Scents all painted, and our Madams fine, 
Lord, how our little Theatre wou'd ſhine ! 
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Without Encouragement we break our Hearts, 
And flarving Players murder all their Parts; 
Whilſt at @ crouded Hoſe the Mimick Chief 

In Triumph ftalks—and ſeems no more a Thief, 


